THE AMAZING DAY
to the left out of Piccadilly into the Green Park. But this was not
serious; I could right myself by a detour, down a familiar alley
between opulent houses that would lead me into St. James's Street
and thence into King Street.
Bugle notes from Wellington Barracks floated across the trees
and grass, distant enough to sound more Agincourt than El Alamein;
the call was just dying away when I became aware with a shock
that the opulent houses on either side of me were not there at all.
A Londoner, it was nearly three years since I had lived in London,
Now I was back and could see for myself what I had only heard
and scarcely realized.
No good making a fuss. That, at least, most of us have learnt
by now. Yet what I found most amazing about this strange London
with its open prairies and courtyards and ruins, was the way that
nearly everyone except myself seemed to be taking it all for granted.
Either they were not familiar as I was with the old pre-war London,
or they had actually been present while our capital was roughly
knocked into these jagged shapes and broken landscapes, and so
took it in one smash, not gradually.
"They say the Lion and die Lizard keep
The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep .. .*'
I know little of Jamshyd, gloriously blind or stone sober; but
I had lived long enough in Italy and the South of France, in pre-
war days, to know their ancient ruins; honey-coloured arenas in
Rome, in Verona, in Aries and Nfmcs and Frejus; these were the
courts of the lizard, flat against a baked wall that crumbled in the
heat, whisking into a crevice as a step drew near. Ruins that are
part of history cannot surprise us, and the courts of the lizard
happened in history hundreds of years before we were alive, so
that we have never seen them otherwise; it has seemed natural for
Rome to have ruins, and Verona and Frejus, But the courts of
the lion are a different matter, and oneself to be present at the
actual making of ruins in London feels a little too queer to be true,
and too true to be good.
I was asked one day what were my views on the bombing of
Rome and other Italian cities that had monuments of historical
interest, and whether I "approved or disapproved ?" "Approved"
struck me in any case as a funny word to use in that conjunction;
a prim word from the vocabulary of Mrs. Grundy. Surely history
and its making is fortuitous, and what may or may not remain
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